THE    VENNER    CRIME                125
" Not a word. In fact, I'd forgotten all about him
till you rang up yesterday. Of course, I recognised him
at once, when I saw him just now. I find it much easier
to remember faces than names. I tried to recall what I
could about him yesterday evening. He came to me first
in answer to an advertisement, from some place in
Yorkshire, I think it was. His references were excellent.
Brut he was a very quiet sort of chap, and never spoke-
much about himself. He wasn't married then, I know.
In fact, I seem to remember that he told me that the only
relation he had living was his father."
" That's right, sir. I found a letter from his father
in his pocket. Perhaps you'd like to see it, sir?'*
Faversham glanced at the letter which Blewitt handed
him. " H'm. Not a very highly educated man, evi-
dently. I always had an idea that Alcott had made his
own way in the world. What's the address on this letter.'
Barnsley, that's the place! I remember now. Alcott
left me to take up a job in a mining research bureau
somewhere in the South Yorkshire coalfield. Have you
taken any steps to get in touch with the old man?"
" I wired to Barnsley, sir, and this is the reply/'
said Blewitt, handing Faversham a telegram. This
read:
** Houses in Silver Lane demolished two years ago
stop Henry Alcott died in Union here February last
stop no knowledge of any relations."
Faversham handed back the telegram. " Then Alcott
didn't come from Barnsley to see me," he said. " Nor
was he on his way to see his father. Besides, that letter
was written some time ago, by the look of it. See how
the paper is tearing at the folds. It must refer to the
Christmas before last. T expect Alcott only carried it
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